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FEEDING THE CHICKENS. 


Come Biddy, come Biddy, come Biddy, come, 
Come bring all your children to me ; 
[f you do not come quick, you will not find a crumb ; 
Mister Cock will eat all up, I see. 
I've brought you a breakfast, you dear little dicks, 
Some corn, and some crumbs from my plate ; 
The crumbs are for you, my pretty wee chicks, 
And the corn for old hen and her mate. 
Mister Cock, and pray why do you make such a shout ? 
You make my head ache, I declare ; 
You scream so, and flutter your feathers about, 
You'll dusty my clothes and my hair. 
That’s all! and so now you may all go away, 
And pick up your dinner from weeds ; 
You can have no more if you stay here all day ; 
In the field you'll find plenty of seeds. 
[Book of Rhymes, Published by Wm. Crosby & Co. 








NARRATIVE. 








THE GOOD COUNSELLOR. 
Translated from the French, for the Youth’s Companion. 

It was the month of January. I had just come 
from making a few visits in the village with my 
aunt Rachel, and seated by a good fire, I was 
calculating in what manner I could best employ 
for my personal use the money which she had 
given me as a New Year’s present. I had de- 
cided to purchase a dress, of which I really 
stood in need, when the door opened, and the 
domestic handed me a note from a lady of my 
acquaintance. Madame S. begged me very ear- 
nestly to contribute something to assist a poor 
woman whose husband had recently died after a 
long illness, and who found herself left with five 
children, without any means of subsistence. 
Madame 8S. proposed to buy a furnace, &c. that 
she might establish herself as a Laundress, an 
occupation which she had learnt in her youth. 
I shut the note with a sigh. I had already spent 
the sum which I was accustomed to receive for 
my expenses, and nothing remained to me but 
my aunt’s present, with which it was. absolutely 
necessary I should buy adress. I placed the 
note in the hands of my aunt, without saying a 
word. She read it, and returned it to me with 
two dollars. 

“Oh, aunt, how much I regret that I cannot 
do the same.” 

“Well, my dear child, you must give what 
you can.”’ 

“But Ican give nothing, aunt ;” and I then 
explained to her the state of my finances. She 
listened to me without answering. I even plac- 
ed her work-basket before her without speaking, 
and it was not until some moments had elapsed, 
that she said, suddenly, 

“Helen, I know how you can give something 


‘* What is it, aunt, how glad I am!” 

‘* How many yards of Gros de Naples do you 
need for a dress?” 

‘A good many, it requires so much now,” 
and I named the quantity. 

‘‘But you are small, why are so many yards 
necessary?” 

‘* Because, a dress cannot be made with less.” 
‘¢ But, if I remember, last year you did not 
need so much.” 

‘s That’s true, aunt.” 

“ Well, my child, try, if by taking the quan- 
tity that you had last year, you cannot save two 
dollars for this poor woman.” 

*¢ Oh, that is impossible.” 

‘* Why, impossible, Helen; you-have not grown 
since last year, and you were well dressed then.” 
‘* But I should be ashamed to wear a dress 
made in last year’s fashion. I should be 
frightful.” 

‘‘Frightful! you were not so then; and asham- 
ed! we should be ashamed only of sin, Helen.” 
‘* Aunt, you forget that the fashion is entirely 
changed.” 

‘“* The fashion, Helen, what has a Christian to 
do with the fashion?” 

‘You would not like to have me appear ridic- 
ulous, singular, or different from the rest of the 
world?” 

‘* Ridiculous! no, but must you appear ridicu- 
lous, because the bottom of your dress is without 
trimming?” As to the world, what have you to 
do with it?’ I do not fear your appearing singu- 
lar, that is, different from the rest of the world, 
for this is what the Bible would have us to be. 
‘¢ Love not the world, neither the things that are 
in the world; if any man love the world, the 
love of the Father is not in him; for all that is in 
the world, the lust of the flesh, the lust of the 
eyes, and the pride of life, are not of the Father, 
but are of the world.” (1 John 2: 15,16.) And 
yet more, my dear Helen, you ought not to fear 
singularity since you read in the Scriptures, that 
the ransomed of the Lord are; and ought to be, 
a people apart, separate. Listen to these passa- 
ges of the Bible, my child. Our Lord Jesus 
Christ, ‘gave himself for us that he might redeem 
us from all iniquity, and purify us unto himself 
a peculiar people.” (Titus 2: 14.) ‘ You are 
‘¢a holy nation, a peculiar people.” 1 Peter 2: 
9. Our religion is in name only if it exercises 
not upon us its transforming power, if it has not 
a practical influence on our habits, our tastes, 
our characters, our desires; it is a form only, 
without life, if it does not bring into complete 
subjection our bodies, souls and spirits to the 
doctrines of the gospel.” 

‘‘T believe, my dear aunt, that you are too se- 
vere—you ask too much.” 

‘*My child, it is not J who am severe, it is not 
I who demand too much. It is Gop, who 
speaks;” and she opened again the Bible: Jesus 
said to his disciples, ‘ If any man will come after 
me, let him deny himself, and take up his cross 
and follow me.” Matt. 16: 24. 

‘* Nevertheless, this is athing of so little impor- 
tance, it is such a trifle!” 

‘‘So much the more reason that you should 
make this sacrifice—no one is small in the eyes 
of the Lord; we are beginning a New Year, 
Helen; begin it then, as you would wish to finish 
i.” 

‘© Well, I will consult my dress maker and see 
what she can do.” 

‘“* Consult rather your own heart, and the word 


your duty, stifle the voice of conscience, and de- 
prive yourself of the sacred joy which the exer- 
cise of love towards a disciple of Christ, can 
procure for the weak and miserable satisfaction 
of wearing a dress a little more or a little less in 
the fashion?” 

‘*Oh aunt, my good aunt! you are right, you 
have conquered.” 

‘‘No, Helen, not me, it is the grace of God 
which triumphs in us; it is to him that we should 
give all the glory.” 

As she said these words she offered me her 
pale cheek, and pressed me to her bosom. 

I had sealed my answer to the note of Mad- 
ame S. sending her four dollars, when Maria 
Arnold entered the room. After saluting my 
aunt she said to her that she thought this a suita- 
ble moment, being the commencement of the 
year, to resign her office as teacher in the Sab- 
bath School. My aunt again remained silent; 
at the end of some minutes she answered: 

*“*T am very sorry to hear what you tell me, 
but I doubt not you have some very good reason 
which obliges you to renounce this duty.” 

‘‘ But, Madame,” replied Maria, hesitating, 
it is because the school is at such a distance 
from ur house, and in this season one takes 
cold so easily.” 

‘¢T am very sorry, but we should have the pre- 
caution to carry an umbrella.” 

“Really, Madame, it is quite an undertaking 
to go every Sabbath, and in all weathers to this 
school; one returns quite fatigued and ex- 
hausted.”" 

‘* But, my child, you appear full of health and 
vigor.” 

‘¢ And, besides, it consumes the best part of 
my time; really it is too great a sacrifice.” 

‘“‘How can you call two or three hours the 
best part of your time?” answered my aunt; 
‘¢you are teacher only in the afternoon ; several 
of your companions are so, twice a day.” 

‘¢ That is true, Madame, but I have still anoth- 
er reason.” 

‘‘ And I hope that it is a better one than the 
others,” interrupted my aunt with a sigh. 

‘‘ The school is so changed from what it for- 
merly was!” 

‘‘In what respects, Maria?” 

‘‘Since my good friends Emma and Sophia 
have quitted us, all has gone wrong. Some of 
the new teachers are so cold, so little obliging! 
They surround themselves with such a freezing 
atmosphere, that it quite paralyzes me. Noth- 
ing can be more unpleasant. I believe these la- 
dies would think themselves lost, if they should 
speak to a person, a little below them in their 
standing in society. So, Madame, as you are 
one of the Superintendents, I thought it best to 
make known to you my determination.” 

The wrinkled forehead of my aunt Rachel 
became still more wrinkled. She appeared dis- 
pleased. 

‘My child,” said she, ‘‘ from what motives 
did you undertake this enterprise? I hoped it 
was the love of Christ which constrained you, 
and that his love led you to love the souls of 
these poor and unhappy children; if the school 
is distant, it is but a reason the more for us to 
go, because there will be, necessarily, fewer per- 
sons who can do so. I grieve, with you, at the 
departure of Emma and Sophie; but if, in losing 
them we have lost useful and faithful assistants, 
ought you not the more to do all in your power 
to sustain this school by more vigorous efforts?” 
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the part of the other ladies, believe me, if we 
had not a great deal of pride in our own hearts, 
we should not be so quick to perceive it in oth- 
ers. Ah! Maria, where is that love which bear- 
eth all things, hopeth all things, believeth all 
things?” 

«But, my child, what sacrifices have you 
made? think of missionaries, think of martyrs! 
and do you not blush to talk of sacrifices, because 
you pass two hours each Sabbath in a school?” 

A deep color covered the face of Maria, and 
as my aunt continued speaking, the tears fell 
upon her cheeks. 

‘‘ Maria,” continued my aunt, ‘I will not take 
your resignation, until you have declared your 
intentions to another.” Maria looked up with 
surprise. ’ 

“Yes, my child, when you retnrn home, retire 
into your chamber, kneel before your Saviour, 
and tell him that you are tired of his work, that 
you prefer your ease to his service, that your bon- 
net and your shawl are more precious to you 
than the souls of these poor children whom he 
has bid you instruct; tell him that you cannot 
consecrate to him two hours of your Sabbath, 
that it is too great a sacrifice even for Him who 
gave himself a ransom for your sins. That it is 
thus, you would commence with him the new 
year!” 

Maria rose from her seat, threw herself before 
my aunt, and hiding her face in her lap, mur- 
mured amid her tears, ‘how ungrateful I am, 
how proud, how guilty! Pray for me that I may 
obtain pardon and peace.” 

Something obscured the glasses of my aunt 
Rachel. She took them off, wiped them with a 
corner of her apron, and placing her hand on 
the head of the kneeling and repentant girl, she 
spoke of that * precious blood which cleanseth 
from all sin,” of that divine strength which is 
made manifest in our weakness, of the infinite 
love of the Saviour, which leads him to gather 
the lambs with his arms, “‘ and carry them in his 
bosom,” and the tears of my aunt fell upon the 
head of Maria. 

I need not add, that the schoo] did not lose its 
teacher. 








THE NURSERY. 











SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Ellen and Charles, two good and happy chil- 
dren, had just been undressed and were jumping 
into bed, when their mother came into the room 
where they were. ‘Oh, come, mother,” they 
both cried in the same breath, “ and lie down by 
us, and tell us a story.” 

‘“‘ Lie my side,” said Ellen. 

‘** Oh no, lie my side,” said Charles. 

“IT cannot do both,” said their mother. 

** Then come between us,” said Ellen; ‘ that 
is the fairest way.” 

‘¢ Yes, that is the fairest way,” said Charles; 
and both the children moved, and left a good 
place for their mother between them. 

‘Do, mother,” said’ Ellen, “tell us a fairy 
story—you know I delight in fairies—now danc- 
ing over the flowers, without even bending their 
slender stems; and now hiding away in acorn 
cups. Oh! I wish I had lived in fairy land. I 
should so have liked to have had, a magic lamp, 
or a ring for a talisman, that would have pinch- 
ed my finger when I did wrong.” 

“Pooh, Ellen!” exclaimed Charles, “ you 
know there is no such place, in reality, as fairy 
land—is there, mother?” 

**T know that as well as you do, Charles; but 
then there is no harm in talking as if there were. 
That you call one of the pleasures of the imagi- 
nation—don’t you, mother?” 

Ellen’s mother smiled and said, ‘ Yes, my 
dear; but when you are wishing for such a fairy 
gift as the wonderful ring you spoke of, do not 
forget that God has given you something much 
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more wonderful, to tell you when you do right 
and when you do wrong.” 

‘‘ You mean my conscience, mother,” said 
Ellen; for her mother had so often spoken to 
her of conscience, that she very well knew what 
she meant. 

‘* Now, Ellen,” said Charles, in a beseeching 
tone, “‘ don’t interrupt mother again; and do, 
mother, tell me a story of a lion, or a panther, 
or a faithful dog. A faithful dog, like that you 
read about in your Natural History, Ellen, is 
worth a sea full of fairies.” 

‘* Fairies live in the green wood, Charles, and 
not in the sea,” said Ellen, a little hurt at 
Charles’s contempt for her favorites. 

**To-night I shall not tell you about either 
beasts or fairies,” said their mother. 

‘* Oh, it is Saturday night!” exclaimed Ellen; 
‘‘T had forgotten that. A Bible story, then; I 
am sure I think tke story about Joseph, or that 
about Isaac, or the Prodigal Son, or Lazarus 
and his sisters as interesting as a fairy story.” 

‘“‘ They are a hundred times more interesting,” 
said Charles. 

Ellen’s mother was glad to find that the true 
and instructive histories from the good book in- 
terested her children as much as those stories 
that were contrived to delight them. ‘My dear 
children,” she said, ‘I shall not tell you a story 
from the Bible to-night, but relate an anecdote 
(which you know, means a short story) of some 
little children of our acquaintance. 

There are two children, who have a great 
and kind Friend, who is always taking care of 
them, whether they are awake or asleep.” 

‘* IT suppose you mean their mother,” said little 
Charley, who was always impatient to get at the 
story. 

‘**No, my love. This Friend gave them their 
father and their mother.” 

** Oh, you mean God!”’ whispered Ellen. 

Her mother did not reply to her, but proceed- 
ed. ‘ This bountiful Friend has given to them 
the most beautiful and wonderful gems in the 
world; worth, as Charles would say, a whole sea 
full of diamonds.” 

‘‘Gems! What are gems, mother?” asked 
Charles. 

‘Precious jewels, my dear. Those I am 
speaking of are very small, but so curiously 
formed, that, as soon as the casket which con- 
tains them is opened, there is immediately paint- 
ed on them a beautiful picture of all the objects 
towards which they are turned. If a landscape, 
like that you see every morning from your cham- 
ber window, there appear on the gems those 
beautiful mountains that rise one above and be- 
yond another; the mist that curls up their sides, 
as if, Ellen, to hide troops of your tiny fairies 
behind its silvery curtain; the bright lake which 
glitters in the depth of the valley, and which you 
call the mountain mirror, Ellen; the large or- 
chards, with their trees gracefully bending with 
their ruddy and golden fruit; the neat house op- 
posite to us, with its pretty curtain of vines 
hanging over the door, and rosebushes clustering 
about the windows.” 

‘* What, mother!” exclaimed Charles, “all 
these things paintéd on a little gem?” 

** Yes, Charles, all. The high mountains, 
and the rose-bushes, every leaf and bud of them; 
and then, if the gems are turned towards the in- 
side of the house, the landscape disappears, and 
all the furniture is painted on them, and the per- 
fect pictures of their friends; not such pictures as 
you see done by painters, looking grave and mo- 
tionless, but smiling, speaking, and moving.” 

** Oh, mother, mother!” exclaims Ellen, “this 
is a fairy story after all.” 

** Are there, in reality, any such gems?” ask- 
ed Charles, who did not like that the story 
should turn out a fairy story. 

‘‘ There are, my dear Charles; and the same 
Friend who gave the children these gems, has 





given to them many other gifts as wonderful. 
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He has given to them an instrument 
they can hear the music of the birds, 
of their friends, and all other sounds; 
er, by which they enjoy the delicious 
the flowers; the fragrance you so often spoke of 
Ellen, when the fruit-trees were in Phang 
and the locust trees in flower, and the eeary 
bloom.” , 

‘*Oh, what a generous Friend that must be.” 
said Charles, ‘to give such valuable presen; 
and so many of them! Are there any more 
mother?” ; 

‘Yes, Charles, more than I could describe te 
you if I were to talk till to-morrow mornin 1 
there is a very curious instrument, by which they 
can find out the taste of every thing that is tobe 
eaten; and another, that by just stretehing out 
their fingers, they can tell whether a t ing is 
smooth, or rough, hard or soft.” r 

“Why, I can tell that with my fingers!” ey. 
claimed Charles. 

‘Yes, my dear,” said his mother; “ and cap. 
not you taste by putting food in your mouth) 
and is there not an instrument set in your head 
by which you can hear?” 

‘* My ear, mother?” asked Charles. 

‘* Yes, my child, your ear.” 

‘** And do you mean the eyes by those wonder. 
ful gems?” asked Ellen. 

“Yes.” 

‘But I am sure there is no painting in the 
eyes.” 

* Yes, Ellen, every object you behold is paint- 
ed upon the part of the eye called the retina: 
but that you cannot understand now; and you 
must let me go on with my anecdote of the two 
children. When they arose in the morning, 
they found that their Friend had taken such 
good care of them when they slept that they felt 
no pain; that their limbs were all active; and 
they could every moment receive pleasure from 
the precious gems and instruments I have men- 
tioned. They both looked out of the windov. 
and exclaimed, ‘“‘ What a beautiful morning'” 
The little girl turned her gems towards her mul- 
tiflora, now full of roses and glistening with dew 
drops, and she clapped her hands, and asked 
her brother if he ever saw anything so beautiful; 
and he turned his gems to a pair of humming 
birds that were fluttering over the honeysuckle, 
and thrusting their tiny pumps into the necks of 
the flowers; and, as their bright images shone 
on his gems, he shouted, “Did you ever see 
anything so handsome?” 

‘* You mean, mother,” said Charles, ‘ that he 
looked at the humming-birds when you say he 
turned his gems?” 

‘* Yes, my dear; and when he heard the pleas- 
ant humming they make with their wings, it was 
by the instrument set in the head which you call 
the ear. There was not a moment of the day 
but the children enjoyed some good thing their 
Friend had given to them. They learned their 
lessons by using the memories He had given 
them; the books they read delighted them, be- 
cause their Friend had given to them minds by 
which they understood them.. They loved their 
parents, and relations, and companions, because 
their Friend had given them affections.” 

‘* It seems to me,” interrupted Charley, “ that 
Friend gave them everything. It must be God 
you mean, mother, for I know he gives us every- 
thing we have.” 

‘*Yes, my dear Charley; and I am sorry to 
say, these two children neglected their Friend. 
They had often been told by their mother never 
to get into bed without first kneeling and thank- 
ing him for all his gifts; but they did not think 
of him. They used and enjoyed the gifts, but 
they sometimes forgot the Giver.” 

Ellen laid her head on her mother’s bosom. 
‘¢ Mother,” she said, ‘* you mean us.” 

‘* My dear Ellen,” replied her mother, ‘ your 
conscience is like the ring in the fairy tale. Yes, 
I did mean you and Charles. I was sorry when 
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{came into the room to-night, to see you getting 
into bed without saying your prayers. God has 
jven you a voice to speak, my children. Your 
dog Stumah, Charles, cannot speak to thank God 
for anything he receives, but you can.” 

« And I will,” said the good little boy, asham- 
ed that he had been ungrateful and thoughtless. 
«Come, Ellen, we'll jump up and say our pray- 
ers; and,” he added, in a whisper, ‘“ we'll speak 
for Stumah too.”—Miss Sedgwick’s Stories. 
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From the Parent’s Magazine. 
TOO YOUNG TO BE LOST. 
A Leaf from the Journal of a Pastor. 

+ * * * On my return from my journey, I 
jearned that death had visited my people, and I 
hastened to the house of mourning. ‘Oh, sir, 

ou have come just in time,” said Mrs. C. 
«You find us in deep affliction. Our dear and 
only son is in his grave.” So saying, she sunk 
into a chair, and wept like one inconsolable. I 
approached and endeavored, in the calmest man- 
ner possible, to direct her mind to the sources of 
comfort brought to view in the Scriptures. 

“God, my dear Madam, is kind in all his 
dealings. He was pitiful and of tender mercy 
even in his visitations upon Job. And though 
you may not now see the kind ‘ end of the Lord ’ 
in your present trial, yet you will doubtless here- 
after find occasion to say, ‘it is good for me that 
[have been afflicted.’ ” 

“I don’t know, sir. The darling boy one 
week ago, was fresh as a rose, and, on his birth 
day, played about with his mates, in this very 
yom, in all the vigor of health. You would 
have thought he would outlive us all. O who 
could have believed that, in one short week, we 
should be called to follow his dead body to the 
tomb!”? She rose, and walked the room in 
agony. 

“But, Mrs. C. your loss is not as great as it 
might have been. It is not as great as others 
have endured. Yau have worldy possessions, 
you have other children, and a kind husband 
left to comfort you. We read ofa good man, 
who lost his whole large family of children at a 
blow, and of a mother who had. lost her only 
son, ‘and she was a widow.’ ” 

“Yes, but that poor widow, sir, had her son 
restored to her. O, if the Saviour would but be 
as kind to me—if he would but give back my boy 
to these arms, how would I then praise him. 
But this can never be. That lovely form must 
waste in the grave, and these eyes will never 
again behold him.” 

I had been unfortunate in the selection of my 
example. She seized and perverted it to in- 
crease the weight of her own calamity. All my 
arguments were swept away, and she wept onas 
ifin triumph. 

Mrs. C. was a professor of religion, and had 
been so for years, previous to my acquaintance 
inthe place. But she had been living in an al- 
most entire forgetfulness of the truth contained 
in that couplet, 


“ Religion is the chief concern 
Of mortals here below.” 


Her heart clung, with an almost undivided at-|T 


tachment, to her four promising daughters and 
her “ darling son.” God had blessed her hus- 
band with unusual suceesgs in business. Sickness 
and misfortune had been strangers to their house; 
and this first bereavement found them, as might 
ave heen expected, unprepared to sustain the 
shock. It was in vain that I suggested to the 
afflicted mother the rich promises of the gospel, 
—the blessings which God has in store for them 
that love him. Her mind, if for a brief moment 
it was lifted upward, fell back again, as if by an 
wnconquerable attraction, upon the beloved ob- 
ject of which she ha.l been bereft. 
“But,” said I again, after a considerable 
pause, “have you then, Mrs. C. no remaining 
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hope in God,—no consolation from the thought 
that there is a Saviour,—that there is a heaven, 
where no sorrow can come, nor sighing, nor 
sickness, nor death?” 

“O yes, sir, it is a relief to think there is a 
heaven, and that our dear boy is there, and that 
we shall yet see him, a little winged angel, in 
that happy world.” 

‘** You had then evidence that he was prepared 
beforehand for the change that awaited him.” 

‘¢ QO, sir, of that we have no doubts. He was 
possessed of the loveliest disposition ” 

‘*Did he love to pray? Did he speak much 
of the Saviour? Did he encourage you to con- 
verse with him about his soul, and about God and 
heaven?” 

“Indeed, I do not mean just that. But he 
had so much kindness,—and then, you know, 
poor thing, he was so young. He had just com- 
pleted his seventh year, when he was seized with 
his last illness.” 

My heart was pained for the poor woman. 
But what more could Isay. The only gleam of 
hope and comfort that shone through the cloud 
of her affliction, arose from the cherished im- 
pression that her darling was saved, and that, 
after many long years perhaps of separation, 
she would meet him again in heaven. Could I 
blast her only hope, and say that her child might 
not be there? I longed to see her mind stripped 
of a fatal, though common delusion, but I thought 
of the Saviour’s words, “ye cannot bear them 
now.” We knelt in prayer, and I took my leave 
meditating on the awful consequences of paren- 
tal mistakes, and conscience-smitten, that I my- 
self should have been for a twelvemonth a pas- 
tor, and vet had, among my flock, those who 
could believe that a child of seven years was too 
young to sin, too young to need anew heart, too 
young to pray and repent, Too YOUNG TO BE LOST. 











VARIETY. 


My Little Dog Tripp. 


Several interesting Stories 
about the sagacity of dogs have 
already been given to my young 
readers, the most of which, have 
been published and read often 
times. But nowI am going to 
tell you a story that has never 
before been published. It is 
: =about my own little dog Tripp. 
she is now dead. But this is a true story 


















Poor thing, 
about her. 

When my little son William was about nine or ten 
months old (he is now about five years old) we lived ina 
new building, at the back door of which, in the lobby 
right under the threshold or step of the door, a Spring of 
water had been found. It had been dug about three 
feet deep, stoned up, and was only covered over with 
some light pieces of boards. This little well was full of 
water. Little ‘Tripp, (she was a little patensangs A a 
appeared very fond of her young master William. 
When strangers came in she would take her place by 
his side, and if they ventured to come near him, she 
would seize them by their feet, and growl mighty sharp, 
as much as to say, “go no nearer to him.” She used 
frequently to frighten little boys that came in, by her 
jealous care, but she was so small that grown people did 
not mind her snarling much. 

One day little William’s ma stepped out of the door a 
moment, leaving no one in the hall with him but little 
ripp. He crept along towards the back lobby till he 
got to the door, when he reached down his little hand 
and pulled the covering off and was about to creep into 
the well, when Miss Tripp, seeing the danger, sprang, 
seized him by his dress, pulled back as stoutly as she 
could, and thus held him, till his affrighted mama came 
and snatched the little fellow from his perilous condition. 
Thus, she undoubtedly saved him from falling into the 
well, and being drowned.— Youth’s Family Instructer. 

—~—>—_— 
Happy Influence of the Sabbath School. 


In the early history of the Sabbath School in W——, 
there was connected with it a large family of children, 
whose parents were disbelievers in a future retribution. 
Among the miscellaneous books which these children 
carried from the library, the parents at length found one 
which contained sentiments at variance with their own. 
They were much offended, and withdrew all their chil- 
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dren from the school, excepting one daughter, of 12 or 
14 years of age. This daughter had become deeply in- 
terested in the school, and she importuned her parents 
with such tender earnestness, that she gained permission 
to remain. She was early led to embrace the truth in 
the love of it, and she is now an active, efficient member 
of the church, and the only one of that large family than 
is not now wandering in the dark mazes of error and im- 
penitence. She regards this institution as peculiarly 
the instrument of her salvation. Had she been compeli- 
ed to leave the school with the other members of the 
family, with them she would probably now have been 
blinded in error, “ without God and without hope in the 
world.” —S. S. Visiter. 











POETRY. 








EARLY RISING. 
BY LADY FLORA HASTINGS. 
Get up, little sister; the morning is bright, 
And the birds are all singing to welcome the light ; 
The buds are all opening—the dew’s on the flower ; 
If you shake but a branch, see there falls quite a shower. 


5 the side of their mothers, look, under the trees, 

ow the young fawns are skipping about as they please ; 
And by all those rings on the water, I know, 

The fishes are merrily swimming below. 


The bee, I dare say, has been long on the wing, 

To get honey from every flower of the spring ; 

For the bee never idles, but labors all day, 

And thinks, wise little insect, work better than play. 
The lark’s singing gaily; it loves the bright sun, 
And rejoices that now the y spring is begun ; 

For the spring is so cheerful: I think ‘twould he wrong, 
If we do not feel happy to hear the lark’s song. 

Get up; for when all things are merry and glad, 
Good children should never be lazy and sad ; 

For God gives us daylight, dear sister, that we 

May rejoice like the lark, and may work like the bee. 








EDITORIAL. 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


This week completes fourteen years, since the Youth’s 
Companion was commenced. Yes—many a little boy and 
girl who reads this paper, have not lived so long as the 
Youth’s Companion,—and several dear youth who have 
taken pleasure in reading our humble pages, are now num- 
bered with the dead. The Editor feels that he has great 
cause for gratitude to God, that he has been enabled to 
publish 728 numbers of this little paper, amid all his other 
cares and engagements. There are now about double the 
number of Subscribers to the Companion that there were 
seven years ago—and many more can be supplied yet. 


INDEX 
To the Youth’s Companion—Vol. XIV. 
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